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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


ROVE R.......WVo. Va. 


‘*F pluribus unum.” 


THe state and progress of society have ever been esti- 
mated by its recreations. Parties of Pleasure, collected, 
by previous notice, in which every one is supposed to 
display all the refinement of education, and all the ele- 
gance of address, are certainly just criterions by which 
to judge of the taste and refinement of those who com- 
pose them. 

It is impossible to divest ourselves at once, of habits 
which we have long indulged, and the usual manners of 
the parlour, will be found in the drawing-reom. 

Social intercouse is esteemed as one of the purest 
sources of human felicity. When it is founded in es- 
teem, and governed by wisdom, it robs life of half of its 
miseries and greatly alleviates these that it cannot de- 
stroy. It is by the mutual interchange of sentiment 
and feeling that knowledge is increased and happiness 
extended. As social beings, we bring into exercise, 
some of the noblest feelings of our nature. It is in socie- 
ty that we sympathise with the sorrowful and rejoice 
With the happy. It is here that we exercise charity, for- 
bearance and fortitude ; here we display the knowledge 
Which experience treasures, and the wisdom which in- 
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dustry collects, and exercise improves. Nothing they 
can be more interesting than the prometion of Social 
improvement. 

Such were the sentiments that were uttered by a I: arge 
family circle of the Rovers, who were convened tie 
other evening in our mansion. We were ail talkip 
without the le sast Ceremony or reserve, of the pleasure es 
which refinement and elegance produce. All aeree; 
that those parties were truly delightful, in which wer 

united the polish of fas! ion,and the solid ity of real lear. 
ing. Where a knowledge of the world was combine 
with the treasures of science and the purity of religion, 
In the midst of the conversation our friend Hemioce 
came in. He is a near relation of the family, and come 
to our house with all the freedom, which sincere lor 
and a cordial welcome, on our part, and affectionate a: 
tachment, on his own, can create. He-is one of those 
frank intelligent and amiable men, who win esteem ant 
secure unshaken friendship. He is not one of those 
shallow wits, who think that knowledge can be exaustet 
in criticising a ride, or a flay, or in describing a dress, 
or a lea-farty. ‘The minutest thing does not escape 
him; but in noticing trifles, he does not forget those 
solid parts of character, those noble and important {cas 
tures of men and manners, that make observatio 
worth its trouble. He joined In our conversation with 
his usual spirit. In the course of the evening the /u 
ties of Hudson became the topic, and this he took en: 
tirely to himself. He is a ladies’ man, in the proper us¢ 
of the term. Not one of those dangling, simpering beau, 
‘“ who live on a smile, or ona frown would die,’ but 
one who loves female worth, because he is capable ol 
estimating it, and is the friend of the fair, because they 
are worthy of estcem, and the most gencrous contribu 
tors to rational happiness. He declared that he had 
frequently been in parties which were both rationé 
and pleasing. 

In the progress of his remarks, he declared that he 
was astonished, that the men could have the affrontery 


to attribute the dullness of parties, to the Jadies. Fis. 
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said it arose exclusively from themselves. That — 
eencrally seated themselves on one side of the room 
without making an effort to gain a seat by them, or In- 
troduce an interesting topic of conversation. He men- 
tioned that he had oiten heard these, who had a little 
more courage than their companions, venture a few re- 
marks upon the rain and weather, wpon the cold winter 
and backward spring, and after these were dismissed, go 
back to their places, to sit still, or talk slander, the re- 
mainder of the evening. 

Hemlocque said he had found many of the lacies w! o 
were sient, because they would not talk folly, but ant- 
mated and sociable when the conversation was of such a 
nature that they could bear a part in it, without offence 
to their delicacy, or dishonor to their intellects. There 
are, sald he, many whose minds are matured by sober 
observation, and industrious application—who know 
more than they choose a@/ways to display, and more than 
some of their censors are capable of understanding. If 
the men would find the women refined, and excellent 
in thelr sentiments and conversation, ¢/ey must make 
the effort to suffort conversation and draw forth their 
sentiments. The treasures of the female mind must be 
sought, modesty forbids them to labor continually to dis- 
play. They must be followed, they cannot fursue. It 
is shere stupidity to imagine that a woman can be agree- 
able and witty, who is doomed to drag out an evening 
by the side of a stupid fellow, who never ventures be- 
yond an yes or mo. He becomes a perfect mildew upon 
sprightliness or good sense. Hemlocque told us that 
many of the ladies were not only sensible and well in- 
formed, but that some of them possessed the lighter ac- 
complishments, which are at once appropriate and orna- 
mental. He said that their mustc was, in some instances, 
really excellent and discovered great taste and execu- 
tion. 

He, however, frankly acknowledged one thing in 
Which he was disappointed. He declared that he “had 
seldom heard the subject of RELIGron introduced when 
itdid not seem to throw a gloom upon the party, and 
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commonly produce a profound silence. It is really as. 
tonishing that a subject so interesting should be thought 
an intruder, or be suffered to destroy the zest of inter. 
course, or the brilliancy of fashion. If piety is capable 
of receiving an ornament, it is from the decided friend- 
ship of the fair. ‘To them it addresses itself with new 
charms. If they knew their true Interest how uniyer- 
sally would they prefer the “ sound and sober excellence” 
of elvated morality, to the extravagance of Romance, or 
the splendor of wit. I.et them frown upon folly and 
they will never find it assail them; let them cherish 
wisdom, and it will be their constant companion. Let 
them improve their talents by solid acquisitions, and if 
they loose the dev ottons of those buzzing insects called 
beaux, they will find their places supplyed by. men, 
who will really admire them, and afford them those 
pleasures which will “ pLEASE ON KEFLECTION.” 
WWR. 

P. S. Uncle Jonathan, Edwy, Egbert, Z. and some 
others of the family, present their compliments to Mr. 
Candid, and assure him that they shall soon forward 
some speculations, which they have prepared for the 
Casket. Your friend, 

WWwre. 
**** Todee, May 2, 1812. 
—wt SSS 


EXTRACT FROM 
“ THINKS-I-TO-MYSELF.” 
On Givinc anp RECEIVING OF VISITs. 


One day when I was sitting quite snug with my mo- 
ther, and she was occupied in writing to. my sister, who 
was absent from home, I spied at the end of the avenue, 
a groupe of pedestrians slowly making up to Grumble- 
thrope Hall, apparently dressed in their best bibs and 
tuckers fora morning visit: Zhinks-Z-to-Myself, here’s 
some agreeable company coming to my dear mamma: 
how kind it is of her neighbors to call in upon her thus, 
and not leave her to mope away her time by herself, as 


though she were buried alive! Not being willing how- 
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ever to run any risk of disafifointing her, 1 waited pa- 
tiently to see whether they were really coming to the 
Yall, for part of the avenue was the high-way to the vil- 
lage; I kept watching them therefore with no small 
anxiety, for fear they should turn away abrufitly, and de- 
ceive my expectations ; but when I saw them happily 
advanced beyond the turning to the village, and was 
therefore certain that they were coming to see m dear 
mother, I hastily turned round to her, exclaiming “ here’s 
ever SO many people coming, mamma?” thinking to 
delight her very heart: “ People coming,” says she, “ [ 
hope not /” Yes, indeed, there are,” saysI; “ one, 
two, three, four ladies, a little boy, and two pug dogs, I 
declare!” “ Bless my soul 2”? says my mother—* how 
provoking / it is certainly Mrs. Fidgit and her daughters, 
and that troublesome child, and now I can’t finish my 
letter to your sister before the post goes !—I wish to 
coodness they would learn to stay at home, and let one 
have one’s time to one’s self!” Thinks-I-to-myself, my 
poor mother seems ot much to like their coming ; Lam 
afraid the Mrs. and Miss Tidgets will meet with rather 
anunkindly reception ! however, I plainly saw that there 
was no stopping them; they got nearer and nearer ;— 
the walking was not over clean, and my mother was the 
neatest woman in the world. Zhtnks-J-to-myself, the 
jug dogs will dirty the room. At last they arrived—the 
servant ushered them in—sure enough, it was Mrs. and 
Miss Fidgets, and the trowb/esome child, and all! Mrs. 
Fidget ran up to my mother as though she would have 
kissed her, so glad did she seem to see her. My mo- 
ther, (bless her Aonest soul!) rose from her seat and 
zreeted them most civilly, “ This 1s very sind indeed, 
Mrs. Fidget,” says she, “ and I esteem It a great favor! 
Thad no idea you could have walked so far; I am de- 
lighted to see you!”—Thinks-I-to-myself,—she wishes 
you all at Old Nick!!! 

Mrs. Fidget assured her she might take it as a fartic« 
ular favor, for she had not done such a thing, she beliey- 
ed, for the last six months; and she should never have 
attempted it now to visit any body else ? 
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Thinks-I-to-myself,i—then Mrs. Fidget you have lost 
your Jabor?—“* and now,” says she, “ how am [I to get 
home again, I am sure I cannot tell, for I really am 
“4 thoroughly knocked up.”—TZzinks-I-to-myself, my dear 
1 mother won’t like to hear that! but I was mistaken ; for 
. turning to Mrs. Fidget, she said, with the greatest. marks 

of complacency, “ that’s good hearing for us: then we 

shall have the fleaswre of your company to dinner; Mr, 

Dermont w um be delighted when he comes home to jnd 

vou all here.’ “ QO you are very good,” says Mrs. Fid- 

eet, * but I must return whether I can walk’or not, only 

{ fear I must trouble you with a longer visit than may 

be agreeable.” ‘“ The éonger the better,” says my dear 
mother. Zhinks-I-to-myself—that’s a = 

While my mother and Mrs. Fidget were engaged In 

this friendly. and complimentary conversation the Miss 

~Fidgets were lifting up the little boy to a cage in which 

ny tpothey” s favorite Cannary bird bung, and the boy 

was seduously poking his finger through the wires of the 

cage, to the great alarm and annoyance of the poor little 

animal. Einaben E65 myself, my mother will wish you 

; behind the fire presently , young gentleman: but no such 

thing ‘—tfor, just at that moment, she turned round, and 

seeing how he was occupied, asked, if the cage should 

be taken cown to amuse him: “ hes a svcet doy, Mis. 

3 Vidget,” says she; “ how old is he!”  Just.turned of 

4 four,” says Mrs. Fid; vet; “only four,’ says my mother, 

“ He isa remarkable Aue“anre ong. bey for that age 1” “ He 








; is indeed a fine child,” said Mrs. Fidget ;. but don’t my 
dear do that,’ says she, * you frighten the poor bird.” 


As the Miiss Vidgets were about to put him down, my 

mother ventured tao assure them, that he would do no 

harm ; * pretty. little fellow,” seys she, “ pray let him 
amuse himself.” 

All this while, the two pug dogs were reconnoitering 

,. the drawing-room and furniture, jumping upon the sofa 

continually with their dirty feet, and repeatedly trying 

to discern, (by the application of their pug noses to our 

feet.) who my mother and mysclf could be, barking be--. 

s.desin concert at cyery movement and eyery strange. , 
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noise they heard in the passage and Hall; Mrs. Figet 
sometimes pretending to chide them, and my mother as 
carefully pretending to excuse them with her whole 
heart: often did I catch her casting, as J thought, a wish- 
ful eye on the letter to my sister, which lay unfinished 
on the table ; nay, once even when her attention had 
been particularly solicited to some extraordinary attitudes 
into which the little dogs had been severally bidden to 
put themselves for her express amusement. 
To be continued, 


—— 2. — Gp — 


FOR THE CASKET. 


Poetical descrifitions of the War-Horee. 


The horse, more frequently than any other of the in- 
ferior animals, has been the subject of fine poetical de- 


scription ; and that, not so much by reason of his beau-: 


ty and generous nature, as on account of his usefulness 
in war. 

The oldest poem in the world, and perhaps too the 
sublimest, namely, the book of Job, describes the war- 
horse, in a manner superior to what can be found any 
where else. Whilst one reads this description, even in 
our English prose translation, one seems actually to see 
the animal, now “ fawing in the valley,” with eagerness 
for the combat, and now “ going on to meet the armed 
men, —m'* mocking at fear.” Itis not the mere /ficture 
of the Arabian war-horse : we seem to see him prance, 
paw the ground, rush forward to the battle, “ rejoicing in 
his strength.” 

Old Homer has given many fine descriptions of the 


war-horse. His battles were fought in chariots; and. 


his horses bore a conspicuous part in the glory of the 


frays. The following four lines of Homer, in Pope’s. 


translation, are Aorr7d/y picturesque. 


“ The horses’ hoofs are bath’d in human gore, 

“ And, dashing, purple all the car before ; 

“ The groaning axle sable drops distils, 

“ And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels.”” 
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The three last lines in the following stanza, bein 
part of Maurice’s Ode to Mithra, give as lively a descrip. 
tion of the war-horse, as perhaps can any where be 
found, except in the sacred book aforementioned. 


‘ Instant a thousand trumpets sound, 

‘ A thousand chiefs in arms appear, 

“ And high their glittering banners bear : 

“ The harness’d steed responsive neighs, 

“ And while his footsteps spurn the ground, 
*“ His eye-balls burn, his nostrils blaze.” 


In the last line the poet probably had in his eye, this 
expression in Job, “ the glory of his nostrils is terrible.” 
Z. 
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FOR THE CASKET. 

Bird-witted. This compound term was in use more 
than two centuries ago. Persons whose minds were con- 
stantly rambling from subject to subject, without fixing 
closely upon any one, and whose tongues run on at ran- 
dom, were called dird-witted. This was in allusion to 
certain little birds, which never rest for any length of 
time in one place, but are perpetually hopping from sprig 
to sprig, or from one branch of a tree to another. Fran- 
ces Bacon, who, next to Roger Bacon, was father of 
sound philosophy in England, advised ‘ dird-witted’ young 
men to study mathematics, as the best means to cure 
them of their volatility. N. 

a 

The-following are humbly recommended as necessa- 
ry requisites for a lady’s toilet: a fine eye water, dene- 
volence ; best white paint, zmnocense ; a mixture, giving 
sweetness to the voice, mildness and truth; a wash to 
prevent wrinkles, contentment ; best rogue, modesty ; a 
pair of the most valuable ear-rings, aétention ; an uni- 
versal beautifier, good-humor ; a lip salve, cheerfulness. 
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Printed and published by C. N. Bement, -Hudson. 
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Avollonian wreath. 
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Why droops the lilly on the breast of May, 
As evening shaddows overspread the lawn ? 
Why sink the sun-beams, in yon darkning way, 
And leave the world in sorrow—sad to mourn ¢ 


The deepening shaddows of the chilly night, 
Mantle my path as here alone I stray ; 

Fled are the joys that once produc’d delight 
And nought but sorrow marks my weary way. 


Hush’d is the song that carol’d from the grovey 
The angry surge, no longer beats the shore ; 

No cheerful sounds, upon the stillness, move, 
The busy crowds disturb the night, no more. 


This is the hour that suits my troubl’d heart, 
That soothes the anguish of my tortur’d mind ; 

The beams of hope through all my soul depart, 
Nor leave the traces of their path behind. 


Then night you’re welcome, welcome to my eye, 
For long you’ve reign’d in my hopeless breast, 

Why should I love the bright illumin’d sky, 
When its gay splendor disipates my rest ? 


No, here [ll sleep, while fancy’s visions round 
Their sweetest influence, shall now employ ; 
teign deepest night! in darkness thus profound! 

While dreaming on your breast, I gain my joy. 


Scarce had the god of sleep, my eyelids bound, 
When night seem’d scatter’d, by his poppy wand, 
Eden sat booming on the earth around, 
And all its fragrance shed upon the land. 


A thousand forms were dancing in my view, 
As light as gossamer, on airy wing ; 

Each seem’d some heav’nly object to pursue 
Within the circle of “ the magic ring.” 


“ 
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At last a form I knew, I lov’d, came near, 
So fair, so lovely, ne’ ‘er before was seen ; 
Her single glance dispelled every fear, 
Despair swift fled before her graceful mien, 





“ Ah! why indulge,” she said, “ thy secret pain, 
Is Heaven careless of thy happy’st doom ; 

Will he not soon thy peace restore again, 
“ And scatter from thy brow, desponding gloom ? 


“ What looks so dark to thee is kindly given 

* To take thy heart from earthly care and joy ; 
“ Had thy dear wish been gratified by Heaven, 

** No longer wouldst thou lov’d his best employ. 


“ Cease then to murmur at his gracious will, 
*¢ Soon shalt thou see that all is fair and wise ; 
* From the dark clouds, shall grace divine distill, 
* Then pass, and show, they only vei/’d the skies.” 


I heard, nor could confute the truth divine, 
I felt its force expel the wasting pain. 

Once more, ah lovely peace, I call thee mine ; 
Oh keep me ever in thy gentle reign. 


I ’woke and gaz’d with pleasure on the day, 
W hat sleep reveal’d, determin’d to embrace ; 
Abide through life in duties pleasant way, 
*Till heavy’ nly paths with painless feet I trace. 
WSO. 


A ne 
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Mr. Canpip, 

I have long admired a solemn song, entitled THe Sku tt. 
The Poet, like an anatomical lecturer, holds that emblem of 
death in one hand, while with the other he points to the parts, 
| on which he makes salutary reflections. I do not know the au- 
i thor, nor have I ever seen it in print. The manuscript I obtainéd 
from a friend, and wish to preserve the lines on the pages of 
your paper. | 


| THE SKULL. 


This preacher, silent, yet severe, 
Proclaims mortality to man. 

How like this emblem you’ll appear 

When time has measur’d out your span ! 
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Here once was fix’d the dimpled cheek, 
And .rom this hollow, naked crown, 

The curling honors, long*and sleek, 
Fell jight, and negligently down. 


This part once fortifi’d the brain, 
The seat of sense in ages fled ; 

‘rom whence might flow the raptur’d strain 
Oftruth, by sacred science bred. 


HTere hung the lips, that once could smile ; 
And here were fix’d those orbs of light, 

Extinguish’d now, corrupt, and vile, 
Suffus’d in everlasting night. 


Behold, the socket’s empty space 
Affrights the yet perceiving eye, 
And spreads pale horror on the cheek 

Of all that live, alas! to die. 


Gay friends, here hung the listening ear, 
That fed the soul with sense, by sound ; 

Here the loquacious tongue; and here, 
The nose, on this distorted wound. 


These all had converse with the soul, 
Mysterious work of heaveimly skill! 
Clay join’d to spirit form’d the whoie; 
And guicken’d dust ebey’d the will. 


God call’d the life he lent away, 

The dust return’d from whence it came, 
The spirit lett the stiffen’d clay, 

And death dissolv’d the wond’rous frame. 


Be witty, mortal, bold, and free, 

But own thy knowledge centers here: 
Ere long thyself like this shall be, 

Not worth the sordid sexton’s care. 


Perhaps some former Garrick bore 
This skull aloft, with graceful pride : 

Alas l his action charms no more, 
Which once new force to wit appli’d. 
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This once, perhaps, a statesman’s schemes 
Of guilty wealth and power contain’d : 

Where now are all his flatt ring dreams, 

And where the golden bribes he gain’d? 






Perhaps, with cunning quibbles fill’d, 
*T was once a lawyer’s, arch, and dry ; 
































He paid ove debt, decreed to die. 


Perhaps some haughty beauty’s charms 
Adorn’d this bone with white and red: 

No more the nymph the world alarms: 
The lily and the rose have fled. 


Perhaps a crown these temples bound, 
Before it subject nations bow’d : 

Now, undistinguish’d on the ground, 
The beggar tramples on the proud. 


What cause has mortal man to boast 

Of transient knowledge, wealth and pow’r ° 
Our frame decays, our breath is lost, 

And we are nothing in an hour. 


All, all must pass the dreary road 

To dust and silence, cold and gloom ; 
All rest in one obscure abode : 

The dwelling of the world’s a tomb. 


——-— + on 
ON SUICIDE. 

When fate, in angry mood, has frow’d, 
And gather’d all his storms around,. 

The sturdy Romans cry : 
“ The great, who'd be releas’d from pain, 
* Falls on his sword, or opes a vein, 

‘* And bravely dares to die.” 


But know, beneath life’s heavy load, 
In sharp affliction’s thorny road, 

*Midst thousand ills that grieve ; 
Where dangers threaten, cares infest, 
Where friends forsake, ahd foes molest; 
°Tis braver far—to live! 





